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sky. Paderewskf s car drove into the courtyard, which
was neither large nor imposing. The Palace, built in the
manner of the Greeks with classical columns supporting a
Grecian portico, was in its austerity simple, almost poor,
and there was little of the bright transparency of Greece.
The Palace had been built in Russian days, and the sim-
plicity of the Greeks had been transformed into Russian
austerity. Soldiers were on guard, soldiers of the new
army, in long grey overcoats and four-cornered forage-caps.
There seemed to be a good many of them. But there were
no butlers or footmen or other servants such as one might
expect in the palace of the Chief of State. The soldiers
looked with curious eyes at the man alighting from the
motor-car. He wore a small brown felt hat and a costly
long fur coat reaching almost to the ground, with a large
sable collar and sable cuffs.
Paderewski was shown at once into the room in which his
host awaited him. It was Pilsudski's private study next
door to his bedroom. A sudden gleam of the late sun
deepened the shadows in the room. Through the windows
one looked into leafless trees and gravelled garden paths.
Paderewski was determined that no selfishness or pride
should mar their conversation. Both he and his host
worshipped the same mistress: there was no reason
why they should not combine forces to help her. He
wanted to win over Pilsudski to some sort of collaboration
with the National Committee. When his eyes became
accustomed to the light in the room and he could
clearly see his host, it was only by a great effort that
he maintained the smile on his lips. " Dziadek " (Grand-
dad) they called him in the army. But was there any-
thing of " grand-dad ** in those eyes, iked upon Pader-
ewski, determined to pierce through him? They were
shadowed by thick black eyebrows and lashes; the greying
moustache, neglected and too long, did not conceal the
fighter's jaw; even the lofty forehead was militarized by
the short, stubborn hair; the grey tunic, without trimmings,

